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the roof, and the dreary sound of their falling merged
strangely with the ticking of the clock. The whole house
seemed to be swaying gently; sorrow made all things look
dead and useless. There was a knock at the window. Then
another. She was used to such knocks; they did not frigh-
ten her, but this time she gave a little start of joy. Vague
hopes lifted her quickly to her feet. Throwing a shawl
over her shoulders, she opened the door.
Samoilov came in, followed by someone else whose face
was concealed by an upturned coat collar and a cap pulled
down over his brow.
"Did we wake you up?" asked Samoilov, without further
greeting. In contrast to his usual manner, his voice was
anxious and gloomy.
"I wasn't asleep," she answered and stood watching
them expectantly.
Samoilov's companion breathed raucously as he took off
his cap and held out his stubby hand.
"Hullo, mother! Don't you remember me?" he asked, as
if he were an old friend.
"Is it you?" exclaimed Pelagea happily. "Yegor Ivano-
vich?"
"The very one!" he answered, bending his large head
covered with hair as long as a psalmodist's. There was
a smile on his face, and his little grey eyes glanced kindly
at the mother. He looked for all the world like a samo-
var—round and small, with a thick neck and short arms.
His face shone, and he breathed loudly, with something
rattling and wheezing deep down in his chest.
"Step into the other room while I get dressed," said the
mother.
"We have something to ask you," said Samoilov anxious-
ly, as he glanced at her from under his brows.
Yegor Ivanovich went into the other room and began
speaking from there.
"This morning Nikolai Ivanovich was released from
jail, mother,.." he began.
"I didn't know he was in jail," interrupted the mother.

